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rooms seem to me to have been crowded with gaily
dressed ladies and their cavaliers. .1 particularly remem-
ber my Aunt Caroline wearing a pink silk spencer, and
dancing. And this was the only occasion on which 1 ever
saw my Father dance.
There were daily drives to Mamaroneck, where all the
marketing was done. The drive was a pleasant one.
There was, however, a tragical spot on the bank of the
Sheldrake, not far from Mamaroneck, which had been
pointed out to us children. Some years earlier, not long
before my Mother's marriage, there were two little girls,
friends of my young Aunts, making a visit at Heathcote
Hill; their name was Titford. The four little girls, my
Aunts, and the two Titfords went out for a walk; they
wandered to the bank of the Sheldrake, where they made
their arrangements for fishing. In the excitement of their
sport one of the Titford girls fell into the water, which
was deep at that spot; she sank; her sister rushed into the
river to save her, and sank also. Both were drowned! My
Aunts were several years younger; their cries drew people
to the spot, but too late—-life was extinct in both the
young girls. This was a fearful blow to all at Heathcote
Hill. My Grandmother never entirely recovered from
the shock. The elder sister was an intimate friend of my
Mother's; Miss Susan Titforcl afterwards married Mr,
Lloycl Daubeny.
My Father used to drive us to Church, either to Rye
or to New Rochelle, One Sunday morning as he was
driving my Mother and myself in the gig, to church, his
favorite horse, "Bull-head," stumbled in going down the
hill from Angevine, broke the shafts, and threw us all
out. I remember distinctly finding myself on the horse's
stomach, his legs kicking round me; my Father picked me

